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to breakfast, Mr. Boston/' Bettington shook
hands.

" May we feed with you in the kitchen ? "
Boston went on through the flagged corridor
without waiting for a reply. The murmur of
voices came from the hall As he shut the
kitchen door he heard Mrs. Williams's voice
rise in amazement.

" I didn't know she had such expensive
habitues/' he said, walking to the kitchen
window. " That's an expensive car. Thank
God, we've escaped/'

" I couldn't have stood it," said Bettington,

They sat down in the wooden chairs.
Boston went to the loaf on the dresser and
cut himself a piece of bread.

"Have a piece, Bett? "

'{Please." Boston cut for him also. " God,
I am hungry/'                                       *

Mrs. Williams returned and shut the door
behind her.

" I'm afraid I can't let you have the kitchen
to-day, gentlemen."

Boston was taken aback; Bettington
listened as in a dream.

" We've some farmers coming," she ex-
plained. "But it's quite all right* I've
put them in the parlour. Two ladies. If